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Summary:
But, oh well, she still loves him. Even though he’s a pervert who’s squeezing her breast in his sleep.

Notes:
(See the end of the work for notes.)

Work Text:
There’s two beds in their goddamn motel room, and yet there still isn’t enough space for Ashley to comfortably sleep in hers.

Which, okay, admittedly isn’t really what’s bothering her right now — it’s that Andy is always whining about money, money, money, but he’s still got enough to buy his stupid cigarettes (no candy for her when she asks, of course) and now rent a room with two beds even when he ends up sleeping in hers, pressed together with her anyway, because he keeps getting nightmares, like, get over it, loser — but she still wakes up annoyed, and cramped.

The feeling melts away pretty fast at the warmth of her brother’s body against her — even if it’s just because of the nightmares for him, or whatever, Ashley always, always, always wants to be close to him, closer, closer, as close as possible — and even faster when her brain clears up from the fog of sleep and she realizes where exactly his hand is.

It’s on her tits. Groping one of them pretty tightly, actually, almost tight enough to be painful, and it’s not even over her shirt, the pervert put it under it. She can feel the rough skin of his palm brushing against her nipple as she moves.

Well, wow. Who would have thought that, hm?

Ashley holds her breath, slowly turns around in the dark to look at him, even when maneuvering that turns out to be rather annoyingly difficult. As she’s already mentioned, the bed is not all that wide, Andy’s front is pressed to her back, not to mention his grip on her is rather tight — where does he get that strength anyway? She knows he’s weak as all hell, he didn’t even manage to break their apartment door open when all that was blocking them in was one wooden plank — and holding on to her boob, which, well, she could free herself, but she kind of doesn’t want to, plus she also doesn’t want to wake him.

If he’s asleep, that is, which is another reason why she has to be subtle. What if he’s awake, hm? What if he’s using her being asleep as an opportunity to grope her? What if he hasn’t done so for the first time? What if —

The thought excites her so much that she has to ball her hands to fists to avoid wiggling or making any noise, but when she’s finally turned enough she can peek at him subtly, she can only see one of his closed eyes — the other obscured by the pillow and by how close they are — and the steady rise and fall of his chest. The grin falls from her face as she pouts. Boo.

Still, she can use this, right? If he knew about this… well wouldn’t he just be so embarrassed? And she’d definitely never let him live it down, either.

Is there something wrong with you, big brother? Is that why you’re subconsciously fondling your darling, beautiful sister with the pretty tits in her sleep, hm?

Or something like that. But maybe Ashley is still tired, because the words don’t leave her just yet, because she doesn’t manage to reach out and push at his shoulder, or poke his cheek, or do something similar to wake him up. No, she kind of gets stuck on staring at Andy’s face; the bits of it she can make out in the dark, anyway. The way his hair falls into his face, the dark circles, the furrow between his brows and the downturn of his mouth.

Jeez. Even asleep, he looks fucking constipated, how does he even manage that? Really, she doesn’t understand why so many sluts keep throwing themselves at him, he truly doesn’t deserve it. The bastard hasn’t even told her she’s pretty in two full days. And a girl isn’t even asking for much!

But, oh well, she still loves him. Loves him, loves him, loves him.

Even though he’s a pervert who’s squeezing her breast in his sleep. Which, hell, she wouldn’t even mind, but she’d like it if he asked first, or just did it while they’re both conscious, she doesn’t mind surprises, either, if he has to go that route. At least that would mean he’d admit he wants it, and she knows the way he’s looking at her sometimes, alright? She’s not stupid.

But no, her brother is a goddamn coward. Has always been hiding behind excuses, using her as a shield instead of facing the responsibilities of his actions.

But, oh well, she still loves him. Etcetera.

His hand is big, Ashley notices now. Which, alright, is not the first time she’s noticed it, but she’s especially noticing it now, with it grabbing her boob, digging into her flesh like someone’s trying to take her away. Not that she’d let anyone.

Yeah, Andy’s hands are much larger than they’d been when they were kids, when they still used to hold hands all the time. He doesn’t hold hands with her much anymore, unless she takes the time to bully him into it, which takes longer than it did back then. All of it takes longer than it did back then, and he’s still touching her chest in his stupid sleep.

I’m the only reason you’re able to sleep anyway, you fucker. Even when, looking at his face and the expression on it, it can’t be all that soundly. Deserved.

“Andy,” she says into the dark, contorting her arm to be able to poke his cheek. Then she remembers their stupid promise she’s half elected to ignore anyway, and grits her teeth. He’s so annoying. What’s so hard about simply giving her everything she wants, whenever she wants it, anyway, hm? “Andrew.”

He groans in his sleep, nuzzling into the pillow. It’s kind of cute, Ashley thinks, at least until he readjusts his grip on her, too, until her nipple gets caught between two of his fingers, pinched in there once he tightens his hold again.

“Jesus fuck,” she curses, a spike of pain and… something else rushing through her body, tingling in her fingertips. Which does finally seem enough to wake him up, because he flinches so hard he knocks his head into the wall. The impact makes a noise slip out of him that’s somewhere between a groan and a shout, makes him squeeze her breast even tighter, which in turn makes her squirm, trying to get free from the assault on her nipple she definitely didn’t ask for.

That would be another story then, of course.

“Andy!” she screeches, kicking her feet, making the blanket fly off the bed. “Let go of me, you asshole!”

“Bwuh — wha —”

Apparently with the living again, he tears his hand off her — which hikes her shirt up so high both of her breasts fall out of it — like his skin burned her, and alright, that’s actually not what she meant. She pouts, but before she can say anything, Andy is already speaking.

“Put your fucking tits away!” he screeches, scooting away from her, almost falling off the bed, and promptly scooting closer again. Idiot. “Why the fuck would you do that?!”

“Huh?” she says, irritated. Now that he’s not touching her any longer, she can finally turn around, but she doesn’t bother with her shirt — he was the one who pulled it up, why should she push it down again, hm? — which makes his gaze flick down to her chest and back up again, eyes wide in a way that’s almost enough to chase the annoyance out of her. “What the fuck are you talking about? You were groping me. You lifted my shirt up.”

Andy’s face is bright red, and he’s biting down on his bottom lip so hard Ashley thinks he might just bite through it. Would look good on him, she thinks, especially while it heals. Maybe she should bite his lip open one of these days.

It appears he is quite speechless. Quite embarrassed, as well, if the way he’s fiddling with his hands and the way his gaze keeps wandering — coincidentally, of course, always finding its way to her tits — is any indication. The way he keeps opening and closing his mouth, breathing heavily, like he has no idea what the fuck to say.

Looking for an excuse, most likely, she knows him, after all. Still, he’s kind of cute like this. But, well, he’s cute most of the time, so there’s that.

Finally, his face hardens again — even though his ears are still red — and she rolls her eyes in preparation for whatever bullshit he’s managed to spin together. “I don’t believe a word you say. You probably put my hand there, for all I know.”

Ashley smiles sweetly at him, batting her lashes and wiggling next to him, his gaze dropping to her chest again for a fraction of a second. God, her brother is such an idiot. He really is not fooling anyone.

“Andrew, do you really think I have to resort to tactics like that? You put it there in your sleep, and you know it. Too shy to admit you like fondling your sister’s boobs?”

“I don’t —!” he starts, covering his face with both of his hands, like he has to physically keep himself from looking at her. She likes that; but she doesn’t like that he’s looking away now. “It was an accident!”

“Ah. So you do know it was you who did it.”

“Screw you!”

And Andy is still refusing to look at her. He’s such a weirdo, really; what does he keep worrying so much about? By now, they’ve definitely done a lot worse things than simply touching your sister’s tits, like, Jesus. A little incest never hurt anybody.

Probably.

But oh well, from the looks of it — his shoulders tense and lifted, his hands still covering his face, his jaw clenched tightly — he’s seemingly not ready to open that particular door tonight, and Ashley is feeling nice right now, so she’ll let him be. It’s all the same to her anyway, as long as he stays with her. Nothing else matters. Nothing else has ever mattered.

“You’re so mean to me,” she whines, still. “I didn’t even do anything.”

Finally, he parts his fingers to look at her through them. Glaring at her quite intensely, in fact, which makes her have to bite back a giggle, especially at how red his ears still are. “This time,” he hisses through his teeth, and she rolls her eyes.

“I’m behaving. Someone else isn’t, though.”

He lets out a noise between a groan and a whine before turning around on his other side, which, while stabbing into her chest, gives her the opportunity to scoot closer, to press her front to his back. He stiffens under her touch, but doesn’t move otherwise, which makes her grin again. Victory.

She always wins these games.

“Andyyy,” she whines. “Say you’ll stop being mean to me.”

“I’m not being mean.”

“Say it!”

“Fine!” he spits out. Hm, wrong tone. “I’ll stop being mean! Now get your tits off me!”

Ashley leans in closer, breathes in Andy’s hair. They probably both need showers. She still likes the way he smells. “I’m sorry, am I supposed to physically remove them from my body or what?”

She knows he wants to protest. Andy is so, so transparent, and she knows that right now he wants to grab her by the shoulders and shake her, yell at her that she knows exactly what he means — or something like that — and of course she knows what he means. Knows he’s tired, too. Knows that he is exhausted, and he’s always so low-energy, already. Deadly combination, truly.

Finally, he groans out a sigh. Relaxes ever so slightly. “Fine. Whatever. I don’t fucking care. Good night.”

Victory number two out of two. Homerun. Or something like that; she doesn’t actually know much of anything about sport.

Making a mental note to annoy him about this tomorrow — dropping as many boob-related comments as possible should do the trick — she happily snuggles closer to him, grinning at the sharp inhale of breath he does. Sucker.

“Good night, Andrew.” He doesn’t reply. Which she supposes makes sense, since he was the one who said good night first. “I looove you.”

He just grunts in response. She smacks his head.

“Ow! Fuck! Yeah, yeah, my God, fine, whatever, I love you too!”

Still the wrong tone. But Ashley is really tired, too, so she’ll let it slide. And wow, isn’t she just so nice to him tonight?